CHAPTER 11 


APRIL 21, 2011 


“Chie... Where the hell did you get my number?” 
“| got it from Yosuke. Where are you? Class is starting...!” 


Justin had been lying in bed, starring at his ceiling. He didn’t know how, but 
somehow he had caught a pretty nasty bug last night. Either that or food poisoning, 
and given how god horrid that steak was he ate, he wouldn’t rule the option out. 
Either way, it seemed like every five minutes he needed to vomit, so he decided to 
stay home for the day. Actually, come to think of it, Chie was in class right now, at 
least, he thinks so, so how the hell was she calling him without King Moron noticing? 
He thought about it briefly for a moment before brushing the thought off. 
Considering half the shit he got away with in class, he somehow didn’t find talking 
on the phone around him to be completely unfeasible. 


“What do you mean where am I? I’m sick!” 
“Wait, really?” 

“No, I’m sitting right next to you. Yes really!” 
“Hey, don’t get snippy at me!” 


She was right; Justin was a bit irritable that day. It wasn’t like it was her fault or 
anything, unless it turns out this is food poisoning, in which case it’s ENTIRELY her 
fault, it was just the fever speaking. 


“Sorry, sorry... Yeah, I’m going to be out today...” 
“You have a cold or something?” 

“Honey, | wish | knew.” 

“Well... alright. Give me a call if you need anything.” 


“Two problems with that: One, | don’t have your number. Two, how exactly are you 
planning on helping me from school?” 


“Well, | could always sneak out during lunch.” 
“| appreciate the thought, but really. Don’t.” 


Chie proceeded to give him her number anyway. Justin had realized something 
about Chie over the last week or so, once she gets worried about something, there 


is absolutely no way of getting her mind off the topic. He didn’t need help anyway, 
it was just a bug. 


“Shouldn’t you be getting off the phone before King Moron catches you?” 
“He had to leave the room for something.” 

“Still.” 

“Alright then. Remember, don’t hesitate to call.” 

“No promises.” 

“Okay, later.” 


And with that the two hung up their phones. Justin dropped the phone on the 
counter next to his bed and picked up the pack of cigarettes next to him. He had 
nothing better to do for the next twenty-four hours, except maybe sleep, so he 
figured he’d pass the time by giving himself lung cancer. 


Time passed by slowly. It always does when you’re sick. You could be having a ball 
doing whatever it is sick people do, and yet you could still barely knock an hour off 
of the day. It was practically maddening for Justin. He had been in his bed for only a 
half hour and already he couldn’t take it. He forced himself off of his mattress, 
wrapping the blanket around him as he made his way down to the living room, in 
search of something to do. How about video games? Yeah, that seems like a good 
way of knocking a few hours of my life off. 


Justin practically leapt over to his collection of games. They were all organized 
neatly in alphabetical order. He could be a real slob when it came to his room, his 
clothes, really anything about him, but never would he leave his video games 
unorganized. He always wondered why he got so OCD about something so 
ridiculous, but figured it wasn’t worth questioning. His eyes skimmed through the 
title of each game as he searched for something to waste his time with. Sa/nt’s Row 
2, Saint’s Row the Third, Skyrim- God, this is all crap! I’ve played through these 
games like a million times already! 


It seemed like ages before he finally pulled a case out to put into his PS3, the title 
along the spine reading Borderlands. He had finished nearly every quest in the 
game, and logged god only knows how many hours into the online, but it seemed it 
was the only thing he was interested in playing. And he did for a few hours. But a 
few hours does not make up a whole day, and nearly instantly Justin found himself 
dying of boredom once more. Justin looked up towards the time on the digital clock 
that had been resting on a shelf behind the television. 11:43. Justin couldn’t stop 
himself from slamming his head down into his lap. He had been up for three, maybe 
four hours, and he already was going out of his mind. 


“That’s it. | can’t do this. | need some air.” 


Justin tossed aside the blanket he had been wearing and ran up to his room, hastily 
throwing on a wrinkled t-shirt and some jeans. He looked like a complete mess, his 
hair was messy, his clothes were wrinkled, and his eyes were completely red. 
Looking in the mirror, Justin could almost swear he was a junkie. But he didn’t give a 
damn. He needed to get out of the house; he didn’t care what he looked like. He 
rushed back down the stairs, throwing his hoodie on in the process as he made a 
mad dash for the door knob. He slammed the door open, blindly rushing outside to 
get some air in his lungs. Or at least, that was the intention. Instead he found 
himself accidently walking into someone, the instant his door opened. It took him a 
moment to realize it was Chie. Dammit, | TOLD her not to leave school over me. 


“Chie...? What are you doing here?” 


“Well... | Know you said you didn’t need anything, but | figured you might need 
some soup or something, so | ran over to the shopping district and picked these up 
for you.” 


Chie handed him a bag. It was full of all kinds of canned soup; chicken noodle, 
minestrone, you name it, it was there. Justin wasn’t sure whether or not to feel 
grateful, or annoyed. He had told her he didn’t need anything, and on top of that 
she was spending her money on him? Unacceptable. 


“Chie...” 


“What are you all dressed up for- Wait. You weren’t trying to leave the house, were 
you?” 


“| just needed some air, that’s all.” 


Chie gazed at him for a while, a combination of concern and disapprovement in her 
eyes. 


“You really should get some rest, you know...” 

“I'm fine, honest.” 

“Justin, your eyes are as red as the sun! You need to stay inside.” 
“| can’t. I’m going stir crazy in there.” 

“| know how you feel, but you won’t get better unless you do.” 


Justin starred at her for a few moments before sighing. She was right, as much as 
he hated to admit it. 


“Alright, fine.” 


A wide grin crept across Chie’s face, as though she was satisfied that Justin was 
going to go out of his mind pacing around this fucking house. 


“Please tell me you didn’t skip lunch to bring me these...” 

“Well... When else was | going to get them?” 

“Goddammit Chie... Do you think you can walk and eat at the same time?” 
“H-Huh? Yeah, but- Wait a second-“ 


Justin had already turned around at that point, dropping the bag of cans delicately 
on the counter, making his way to the food pantry. Inside were a few packages of 
instant noodles. Justin grabbed one and quickly threw it in the microwave. They only 
took a minute to make, but even that seemed like too much. Chie had only a little 
more than ten minutes to make her way back to school. All the while he could hear 
Chie objecting to his hastily thrown together plan. Apparently she also didn’t know it 
was common courtesy to not enter someone’s house unless they invite you in. 
Justin felt her hand rest across his shoulder. 


“Really, it’s okay. | don’t need anything.” 

“Yes, you do.” 

“| CAN go a lunch period without eating you know...!” 
“| don’t doubt that, but that doesn’t make it healthy.” 


The microwave beeped as Justin quickly open it to grab the warm container of 
noodles. He handed it off to Chie, practically rushing her out the door. She had nine 
minutes left to eat and still make it back to class. If she started now, she should 
make it back in time. 


“Alright, hurry back to class. Go, go!” 
“A-Alright... I'll... uh... call you later and see how you're holding up.” 
“That’s fine, now hurry up.” 


He quickly closed the door behind her, knowing she’d try to make small talk with 
him if he didn’t. He had hoped he didn’t seem like a douche the way he had rushed 
her out, but it was important she got back to class, like right now. He let out a sigh 
as he made his way over to the couch, flopping onto the padded cushions. What in 
the world was Chie thinking? It was a nice gesture, sure, but... | don’t know. Justin 
puffed out some hot air from his cheeks again. Even when he was sick he couldn’t 
seem to catch a break. 


It took a couple minutes, but he eventually managed to force himself out of the 
coach coffin he had made out of pillows and blankets. Even though he wholly 


objected to the idea, Chie DID buy him soup, and it’s not like they were going to get 
a refund on it, so he decided to take a look at what she had bought. There was one 
of practically every variety. Name a vegetable, there was a cream of it. Holy shit, 
how many cans did she buy? There is no way this was cheap... It took a bit of 
rummaging through cans, but Justin eventually managed to find a can of plain 
chicken noodle. Not that those other soups were bad, mind you, it’s just they 
weren’t fucking chicken noodle. He was in the middle of searching for a can opener, 
when suddenly he felt the inside of his stomach turning, tying knots with every 
motion, acid and mucus seeming to splash around in his esophagus. He made a 
mad dash to the bathroom before vomiting again. That settles it. No food. Ever 
again. 


Time passed dreadfully slow. It seemed like for every hour that passed in Justin’s 
mind, only a minute had passed in real life. And just the other day he had been 
saying, hey, maybe the ability to control time isn’t such a good idea. Fuck that. He 
should be able to fast-forward through shit like this. He averted his gaze from the 
crappy TV-movie he had been watching to check the time. 3:12. He was sorta 
surprised Chie hadn’t given him a call. Not that he was complaining, but he was 
almost entirely positive he knew where that chat would go. Sure enough, only a few 
minutes later he heard knocking at his door. You really hate my guts today, don’t 
you God? 


He forced his way over to the door, though he hadn’t decided whether or not to 
open it. He could just pretend he was sleeping and not have to deal with this crap 
right now. It wasn’t that he didn’t enjoy Chie’s company, or anything like that, it’s 
just he had a sinking feeling deep-down that she was going to give him crap for 
practically pushing her out of his house earlier. He sighed slightly as he pushed the 
door open. There stood Chie, though she had been holding a bag in her left arm. 
Please tell me that’s not more soup... 


“Hey, sorry | didn’t call. | figured you could use some company so | decided to drop 
by.” 


“Chie, | have god only knows what kind of bug, and it may or may not be 
contagious. Do you really think that’s such a smart idea?” 


“I'll be fine! | promise.” 

“You can’t promise that kind of thing.” 
“| just did.” 

Well played. 


“Wouldn’t you rather be hanging with Yu and Yosuke?” 


“Not really. Besides, Yu has drama.” 

“He’s in drama too!? Jesus, how many clubs is that guy in?” 
“You can only join two, so...” 

“Wait really?” 


“Yep. It was King Moron’s idea; something about guys using clubs as a way of 
picking up girls, or something along those lines.” 


“That does sound like King Moron. Alright, fine. You can come in for a little bit, but | 
swear if | hear you sneeze even once...” 


“You worry too much.” 


Chie practically forced her way past him to drop the bag she had been carrying on 
the counter. Or at least, that seemed to be the intention before her eyes caught a 
hold of the bag full of soup cans she had brought earlier. Leave it to Justin, with 

more than three hours in between Chie’s visits, to fail to hide the bag somewhere. 


“You didn’t have any?” 


“| was going to, but then one thing lead to another, and it all ended with me 
vomiting in the toilet.” 


“Way too much information.” 


“You didn’t have to buy that many cans, you know. Actually, you didn’t need to buy 
ANY cans, but that’s besides the point.” 


“Well, | didn’t know what you liked so | just grabbed one of everything.” 
“How much did it cost you?” 

“Huh? That’s not import-“ 

“How much?” 

“3000 Yen.” 

“Oh for the love of... Chie!” 

“What? It’s no big deal.” 

“It is for me! | don’t like you spending money on me like this!” 


“Well | didn’t like you spending money on that DVD Yosuke broke, but you don’t see 
me complaining.” 


She had a point. He had bought the DVD for a number of reasons. To be nice, to 
apologize for being an ass, to do with Yosuke probably wouldn’t. He never once 
considered the way she felt towards a total stranger at the time spending money on 
her. In retrospect, she did object a lot to him trying to give her the DVD. 


“All right, all right, fine. Just... Just don’t make a habit of it.” 


Justin paused for a brief moment as Chie placed the plastic bag she had been 
holding onto the counter, shuffling through its contents, for what, Justin could only 
guess. 


“What's in the bag?” 
“| brought some of my DVD’s over. Something to keep you busy anyways.” 


Justin wasn’t quite sure if a cheap kung-fu movie was going to be much better than 
the cheap TV-movie he had been watching, but at this rate, he would take anything 
he could get to pass the time. Chie eventually found the case she was looking for, 
placing it down on the counter as she took the disc over to the TV in search of the 
DVD player. Justin decided to take a look at the case while she struggled to find 
where to put the DVD. 


“Hey, where’s your DVD player.” 
“Just put it in the Playstation, it should autostart.” 


Justin flipped the case over to see a familiar sight. “Trial of the Dragon.” Oh very 
clever, Chie, very clever. 


Justin made his way over to the coach, more specifically the spot closest to the 
hallway, lest he need to make a mad dash to the bathroom. Chie decided to take a 
seat on the opposite end of the couch, though she did eventually put her feet up on 
the middle seat. Justin didn’t really mind, though he hoped her shoes weren’t 
covered in dirt or anything. 


The movie started off in Japan, or at least, that’s what it looked like, though it 
eventually made its way over to America; New York to be precise. He hadn’t really 
been paying attention to the story but it had something to do with some ninjas 
seeking revenge against some guy that killed their entire clan, or some bullshit. 
Honestly, he couldn’t think of a single person who watched kung-fu movies for the 
storyline ever, save maybe Chie who hadn’t so much as blinked since the movie 
started. 


Justin was actually sorta surprised by the movie. All the choreography was very 
nice, though what had really caught his attention was how much of a gore-fest it 
was. He was just expecting to see people getting knocked out, kicked in the face, 
that sort of thing. Not here. Decapitations left and right; and he was almost entirely 


positive that someone, somewhere in the world, had been playing a drinking game 
to this movie. Take a shot for every limb that gets cut off. You’ll die of alcohol 
poisoning in an hour. At one point Justin had started to give a small applause as one 
of the nameless goons had their arm chopped clean off, much to Chie’s disapproval. 


“What are you doing?” 
“Giving him a hand.” 


The pun was so bad it was almost funny. Almost. She chuckled a bit at the joke 
before immersing herself in the movie again. Justin took a glance at Chie before 
looking at the movie again. She was one hundred percent immersed in this movie, 
much to his surprise. He always knew she liked kung-fu movies, but he never would 
have imagined they were bloodbaths like this. Most girls would have gotten 
squeamish after only a few minutes, but here was Chie, eyes wide open, her face 
filled with glee. Justin briefly wondered whether it was the blood that she was so 
interested in, or the kung-fu. Because if it were the former, he had the first three 
Saw movies on DVD that they could watch. 


By the time the movie ended, Chie had already had another DVD in her hand. The 
way she swapped the discs out, one could almost they were watching the same 
movie. The transition was seamless. This went on for a good few hours, with Justin 
occasionally butting in to make a bad joke about whatever body part had been 
detached just a moment earlier. It annoyed Chie every time he did it, but she 
almost always chuckled afterwards. Though, she was most likely laughing at Justin, 
not with him. These were some seriously bad puns that were coming out of his 
mouth. 


By the time the last movie was over, it was nearly 11:00. Justin almost expected 
Chie to be ready with another DVD, so it surprised him when he didn’t see the 
slightest movement from her end of the couch. He turned his head to see Chie fast 
asleep. She must have fallen asleep at some point in the movie, though how was 
beyond him. It wasn’t like there was so much going on that you couldn’t fall asleep, 
mind you, but the way Chie had been watching each and every move of the actors, 
it was hard to believe she could have dozed off. Justin got up and stretched a bit 
before going over to wake Chie up. Her legs were still rolled up in a ball on the 
coach, that ridiculous grin she had still swept clean across her face. If her eyes 
hadn’t been closed, you probably wouldn’t be able to tell she was sleeping. He gave 
her a gentle nudge as her eyes fluttered back open to the waking world. 


“Hmm...? Is the movie over?” 
“Yeah, it finished a couple minutes ago.” 


Chie rubbed her eyes a bit. Justin sincerely hoped that it was because she was just 
waking up, and not because she had caught something from him. She took a look 


around the house for a brief moment before starring at the digital clock above the 
TV. 


“Geez, it’s that late already.” She yawned a bit. “I should get going...” 


Justin was getting a bit tired himself, ironically enough. He had been concerned this 
entire time that Chie would get whatever it was he caught, yet instead, he had 
caught Chie’s contagious yawn. It was a good thing though; every hour he was 
asleep was another hour he didn’t have to put up with. Chie made her way to the 
door, grabbing a hold of the knob to open it. 


“Alright, hopefully I’ll see you at school.” 
“l already told you, I’m fine!” 

“| was talking about me.” 

“Oh... Right, sorry!” 


And with that, Chie opened the door and departed, waving goodbye as she 
maneuvered her way backwards to the sidewalk. Justin closed the door slowly 
before forcing his way over to the couch and slamming his body against its 
cushions. He was too tired to make it back up to his bed, and the blanket was down 
here already anyway. 


